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Raven Curls 


~Disclaimer~ | own none of these charectuers and never will.This is my first GnR fanfic so please be kind. 


| don't really remember how | got into this compromising of a position and honestly right now | don't care. 
Maybe it was the Jack or the simple heady lust that he inspires whenever he's around me but god, if this 
doesn't fall through | will die a happy man. 


He's so gorgeous without trying. Those deep chocolate eyes, those full curving lips, the color of his skin, the 
roundness of his ass and those fucking curls. Those goddamn fucking raven curls. Those were always my 


weakness. The way they fall into his eyes when he's upset is just so.. so fucking right. 


My attention is brought back to the situation at hand by a soft growling sound as he pushes his hips up 
against me a little more urgently. | oblige him by grinding against him harder than before and he matches my 
pace eagerly. His hand slides out from in-between us and he runs it over my face. Shit, he must be drunker 
than | thought, but hell, I'm not complaining. 


I've been watching him for a while now. Ever since he joined the band. He mystified me for a while, so quite 
and stoic (only while sober of course). With that fucking top hat pulled down over his eyes. I'm sure he's 


caught me staring before. | mean how could | tell when he was looking away with that hair in his face all the 


time. 


| feel his hardness growing against my hip and merely knowing that | could invoke this reaction from him give 
me a thrill. | hastily shove my thigh between his legs and it slides up easily against his leather thighs. He 


groans loudly and to my surprise kisses me, hard. 

The moment his lips touch mine its like fire scorching its way down my spine. God this boy can kiss. His kisses 
are deep and passionate, a mingling of pain and beauty. He tastes a little like menthol and a little like whiskey 
and just a little like rain. Which surprised me. As our kisses intensify the drunken haze that had settled over 
me begins to clear. | hear soft sighs escape his lips and in one sigh | hear my name. Like a wisp of smoke from 


one of his goddamn cigarettes. Simply and sensual all at once... Axl. 
Damn. 


| slip my hand down his chest. 

Shit. 

| unzip his pants and lower myself to my knees. 
Fuck... 


I'm going to hate myself in the morning and he will to 


